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VOLKMAR.—A Swiss Tale. 
( Concluded from page 130.) 

VOLKMAR had not continued 
many minutes in this situation before 
the distant sound of voices struck his 
ear. ‘They seemed to issue from dif- 
ferent parts of the valley, and two or 
three evidently approached the spot 
where Gothre lay. The name of Goth- 
re was at length loudly repeated ; and— 
* Gothre !—Gothre!” mournfully ran 
from rock to rock. Volkmar starting 
from the ground, sighed with anxiety 
and apprehension: leaning forward, he 
listened with fearful attention, but the 
beating of his heart appalled him. The 
dog, who, at first alarmed, had crept 
to his master’s feet, began now to bark 
with vehemence. Suddenly the voices 
ceased, and Volkmar thought he heard 
the soft and quick tread of people fast 
approaching. At this moment the 
moon burst from behind a dark cloud, 
and shone full on the dead ‘body. of 
Gothre. A shrill shriék»pierced the 
air, and a young woman, rushing for- 
ward, fell on the body of Gothre. ** Oh 
my Billy,” she cucleiteall to a little 
boy, who ran up to her’ out of breath, 
“See your beloved Gothre!——he is 
ne for ever!—gone to Heaven, and 


‘left us !—Oh, my poor child!” clasp- 


ing the boy, who cried most bitterly. 
‘*¢ What shall we do without him—what 
will become of us?—we will die also, 
my Billy! Gothre is gone to your own 
dear father; and they are both happy 
yonder !” pointing to the moon. 
Volkmar, in the mean time, stood 
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enveloped with shade, his arms stretch- 
ed out motionless, and fixed in silent 
astonishment; his tongue clove to the 
roof of his mouth, and he faintly and 
with difficulty uttered—« My Fanny! 
—my child!” His accents reached her 
ear: she sprang wildly from the ground 
—It is Volkmar’s spirit!” she ex- 
claimed. The sky instantly cleared 
all around and Volkmar burst upon her 
sight. They rushed together: she 
fainted.—‘* God of mercies !”’ exclaim- 
ed Volkmar, ‘drive me not mad, but 
restore her to life—she breathes—I 
thank thee oh father—she breathes— 
the wife of Volkmar lives!” Fanny, 
recovering, felt the warm embrace of 
her beloved husband.——* Dear, dear 
Volkmar!” she faintly whispered— 
“thy Fanny—I cannot speak :——my 
Volkmar, I am too happy! See our 
child !” 

The boy crept close to his father, 
and was clasping him round the knees. 
The tide of affection rushed impetu- 
ously through the bosom of Volkmar: 
It presses on my heart,” said he; “ I 
cannot bear it!” The domestics whom 
Fanny had brought with her, crowded 
around.—* Let us kneel,” said Volk- 
mar, ‘round the body of the aged 


Gothre.” The moon shone sweetly 
on the earth, and the spirit of Gothre 
passed by: he saw his children and was 
happy 
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THE SOLDIER’S FAREWELL 


Travelling through a neighbouring 
State, abeut the commencement of the 
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late war, I arrivedat H——, just as a 
regiment of dragoons were preparing 
to set out for the frontiers. The trum- 
pets sounded, and the men were seen 
galloping in every direction to the 
place of rendezvous. The tears, the 
groans of the wretched women, who 


were bidding adieu to their husbands, | 


sons, or brothers, would have softened 
the most obdurate heart, would have 
brought tears into the eyes even of a 
misanthrope. Among the various 
groups, I took particular notice of a 
young serjeant who was taking leave 
of his wife, a beautiful young creature, 
with a sweet little infant in her arms. 
** My love,” he cried, ** you shall hear 
from Me as soon as we arrive, and [ 
have an opportunity.” Sobs prevent- 
ed her utterance. Do not distress 
yourself ; you perfectly unman me.— 
Consider, my love, tis my duty to' 
my country calls me away; ’tis her 
safety requires my absence. Dry up 
those tears, my dearest girl, and when 
you bestow a thought on me, let it be, | 
of the blissful moment when I shall} 
joyfully return to Anna, and my 
charming infant.” % 
was all she could answer—articulation 
was denied her, while the big tears of 
anguish rolled down her cheeks. One 
arm was clasped round his neck, the 
other supported her infant. He took 
the child ; and I could perceive a fond 


| 
father’s silent tear steal down his man-! 


ly face, Suddenly the trumpets sound- 
ed—they both started.—The anguish, 
the despair, of the poor girl was in- 
conceivable ; she hung on his arm. 


As he was preparing to mount the sad-/ 


dle, he once more clasped her to his 
breast. The last charge was sounded ; 
he sprang on his horse, stretched out 
his arms for his child, embraced it 
tenderly ; and, with a voice, choaked 
with anguish, as he returned the child, 
while is looks were bent upon Sin. 
with a kind of frenzied sorrow, he ex- 

claimed, ** Farewell, farewell! God 
in Heaven protect you ;” and was out 


of sight in an instant. Reader, excuse 
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me ; I cannot depicture the scene that 
ensued. One thing only I have to 
add ; poor Frederick never returned— 
nearly the whole of the regiment fell 
upon the field of battle ! 

E. 


DE 


On the affectation of Sentiment. 


Elegance of language, and graceful- 
ness in action, are two of the most 
pleasing characteristics of an accom- 
plished female. Deprived of these, 
half their attractions would become un- 
noticed or obscure ; since they are al- 
most the only limits which constitute 
a distinction between the illiterate and 
the refined. But even these may be 
carried to an improper excess ; and 
the female, who is too ambitious for 
superiority over her acquaintance, fre- 
quently descends from ease to affecta- 








tion in her manner, and from elegance 
‘in her language to the use of a set of 
sentimental phrases, which have no- 
thing to recommend them but the fan- 
cied sweetness or sublimity of their 
‘sound. But this line of conduct is 
more widely disseminated by the in- 
troduction of novels into every circle 
of life. They are perused with equal 
avidity by the high and the low, the 
rich and the poor : from the fine lady, 
who reclings upon the sofa in her dres- 
sing room, to the tradesman’s daugh- 
ter, who is obliged to snatch a few mo- 








merits for her darling amusement in 
the intérvals between serving a pound 
of candles or a yard of muslin. I am 
far from wishing to depreciate the me- 
rit or censure the morality of such 
works in general ; but many of them 
are too much calculated to detract from 
all the more humble occupations or du- 
ties of society, by representing love as 
the principal inducement of a female, 
and a young, handsome, or heroic hus- 
band, as the sole object for which she 
was created. Itisa just though per- 
haps severe observation, that the sis- 
terhood oi old maids are ‘much indebt- 
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| those, who, in their younger days, | them to retire. I own Iam one of those, that 


_have no idea of carrying either my cares, or 
would not encourage the addresses of | my infirmities out of my own habitation, ex- 
any man who was not a hero, and only 


i |cept in such instances as I am sensible they 
learnt to set a due value on common 


| can receive relief, or mitigation. Why should 

sense when it was too late to be of ser- || T unnecessarily wound the good nature of my 
; h | friends,,or make myself contemptible to my 
vice to them. -enemies™ If the communication of my griev- 
| ances really interrupts the satisfaction of those 


)} among whom I am cast, I have hurt them 
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A GOOD NEIGHBOUR 
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good actions and qualities speak for 


Is so extremely careful of your in- 
terest, that he frequently neglects his 
own, to pry into your affairs.—Fears 
that your wife’s extravagance will 
sooner or later be your ruin—or, 
should increasing business demand an 
enlarged establishment—is conscious 
that you have been led into a visionary 








| lated to sustain. 


| without benefitting myself; and, on the con- 
trary, if they only dissemble with me, it is a 
| Species of ridicule which my mind is not calcu- 
But, you will allow me to 
observe, that I confine myself on this occasion 
to the valetudinarian, and the magnifier of tri- 
fles into calamities ; for to deny the severely 
attacked, whether mentally or corporeally, the 
relief of complaining, would be to strike at the 


root of humanity, and forfeit the characteristics 
of our nature. 


scheme by some pretended friend, 
and doubts if all be sound. When you, Makcaac 
first settle in his neighbourhood, he | a iat 





flies, that you may not be the dupe of | 
false report ; to give you a sketch of 
the characters of those in whose vici- 
nity you reside, and knowing that 


| 


! 


themselves,” conceives it a needless 


trouble to descant on these, and hence 
furnishes you only with an enumera- 
tion of their faults ; but, at the same. 
time, thinks that they mean well, but 
are misled by their passionsseor go- | 
verned by their wives. € 
Fully assured, that ‘‘ moneéy,s the 
root of all evil,” and “from riches 
flow. sorrow”—The good neighbour 
trembles, lest you should do too well 


’ 


| 


inthe world, or have too much busi- | 


ness; and if you are deserving of suc- 
cess, and likely to obtain it, he sets 
all engines to work to fix some stigma | 
on your conduct, nor ever loses an} 
opportunity of detracting from your | 
industry, or your integrity—He hunts | 
up every failing and misfortune from) 
vour,birth, and neglects no means of. 











An indiscreet man is like an unsealed letter: 
every body may read him. 

Inscribe injuries on sand---and benefits on 
marble. 

Do nothing in the moment of wrath.— 
Would you put to sea inthe midst of a teme 


| pest Ges 


Sarcastic pleasantry is the poison of friend- 
ship. idl, 
A false friend is like «the shadow upon the 


| sun-dial, which appears*while the sun shines, 


and vanishes at the approach of the smallest 
cloud. 

Knowledge is the ornament of the rich, and 
the riches of the poor. 


ie eee 


A gentleman travelling through the county 
of Kilkenny, came to a river, and hired a boat 
to take him across, The water being rather 
/more agitated than was agreeable, he asked 
the boatman if any person was ever Jost in the 
passage ? ‘* Never,” replied Terence, ‘ ne- 
ver. My brother was drowned here last week, 


|| but we found him again next day,” 


ED ¢ Queen. 


A country lad went to be confirmed by the 
bishop, who enquired, whether he had learned 





giving them publicity, . 
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HINTS TO THE RETAILERS OF MISFORTUNES. 


When people complain of weariness or in- 
disposition in good company, (says Addison) 
they should be immediately presented with a 
nightcap, as a hint, that it would be best for 








his catechism, and how many commandments 
there were ? “ Forty,” replied Hodge. ‘ Go 
home, child, and learn better,” said the bishop. 


| On his return, Hodge met acompanion going 


also to be confirmed. “ Stop,” says he, ‘do 
youknow how many commandments there be?” 
‘* Yes, to be sure,” replied the other, “ ten.’ 
‘* Psha, you fool !” said the other. “ Why, I 
| told the bishop, forty, and that would not do 
' Go home and learn better.” 
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POETRY. 
WIFE, CHILDREN, AND FRIENDS. 
When the black letter’d list to the gods was 
presented, 
The list of what fate for each mortal intends, 
At the long string of ills the kind angel re- 
lented, 
And slipt in those blessings—wife, children, 
and friends. 
In vain angry Lucifer swore he was cheated, 
That justice Divine could not answer its 
ends. 
The scheme of man’s fall he maintained was 
defeated, 
For earth became heav’n with wife, children, 
and friends. 
if the stock of our bliss is in stranger’s hands 
vested, 
The fund ill secur’d, oft in bankruptcy ends, | 
But the heart issues bills which are never pro- 
tested, 
When drawn on the firm of, wife, children, 
and friends. 
Tho’ valor still glows in his life’s waning em- 
bers, 
The death-wounded tar, who his colour de- | 
fends, 
Drops atear of regret, as he dying remem- 
bers, 
How bless’d was his home, with wife, chil- 
dren, and friends. 
The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in 
story, 
Whom duty to fardistant latitudes sends, 
With transport would’ barter whole ages of 
glory, 
For one happy hour with wife, children, and 
friends. 
Tho’ spice breathing gales o’er his caravan ho- 
ver, 
And round him Arabia’s whole fragrance de- 
scends, 
The merchant still thinks of woodbines that 
cover 
The bower where he sat with wife, children, 
and friends. 
The day spring of youth, if unclouded by sor. 
row, 
Alone on itself for enjoyment depends, 
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow, 
No charms from the smile of wife, children, 
and friends. 
Let the breath of the muse ever freshen and 
nourish, 
The laurel, which o’er her dear favorite 
bends. 
Over me wave the willow, which only can flou- 
rish, 
When dew’d with the tears of wife, chil- | 
dren, and friends. 
ieee 
sTaANzAs—To Emma. 
FRefore we part, my fairest friend, 
‘Lhe sighs that will each bosom rend, 














| Their mild and mingling murmurs meet, 


ii 


And seem to form a language sweet, 

That breathes of bliss and heaven. 
That seems to speak of rosy hours, 
When wand’ring ’mid our love-form’d bow’rs, 





We had no wish to sever; 

That seems to say, can hours so bright, 
By lovers be forgotton quite ? 

Oh ! dearest, never! never ! 
When far from thee, they’ll form my theme, 
They’ll linger in my midnight dream, 

When sleep my soul encumbers ; 
And I shall live those hours again, 
Those hours whose mem’ry softens pain, 

And joy shail bless my slumbers : 
And when the morning’s vivid ray, 

Shall call me from my bliss away, 

My fancy form’d caresses ; 

Hope still shall whisper, Her you love, 
Visions as sweet each night will prove.” 

Such thoughts e’en absence blesses. 
But soon that absence will be 0’er, 

I soon shall quit the distant shore, 

Where every scene is gloomy ; 
For long-lov’d scenes, for Emma’s home ! 
From whence I nevef more shall roam, 





_ 





sy love and truth are given. 





Nor quit the bow’rs so bloomy. 
The humid eye, thd soft embrace, 
And looks that ‘love alone can trace, 

Shall bless my fond returning. 

For those alone, whom love has taught, 
Can trace each look with meaning fraught, 
With sweet affection burning. 

———D +e 
INSCRIPTION FOR A TOMB. 
Art thou a man of honest mould, 
With fervent heart, and soul sincere, 
A husband, father, friend ? Behold ! 
ThyBrether slumbers here. 
The(sun that wakes the violet’s bloom, 
Once cheer’d his eye, now dark in death ; 
The wind that wanders o’er his tomb, 
Was once his vital breath. 
But mark ! the wind shall pass away, 
The sun shall vanish from the sky, 
Thy brother’s bones on that great day, 
Shall live,---and never die! 
ae 
Verses, addressed to a Ladywitha Lottery Ticket 
Poets and painters all agree, 
In representing fortune blind ; 
But might I chuse, I’d have her see, 
And be to merit only kind. 
My expectations might be less, 
As well as others that adore her ; 
They might not meet with more success, 
Nor Jif we appear’d before her. 
But if she saw thee, Mary, bow, 
Offering this number at her shrine ; 
Thy claims the goddess must allow, 
And make the Forty Thousand thine. 
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